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1.

The night was dork, the hour was nine,
The rain was pouring like a flood,

As just inside the door we stood
To bid the fond “Good night;”

Her goft, [air hand was clasped in mine.
As sbe atood in the lamp's dim light,
A bring #o fair, and sweet, and bright,

The embodiment, I wis,

Of all that makes this life divine,

I stooped, and saatched & kiss!

.
Ehe blushed. and hu:hrhrd.:ll then,
tant, 1 stood to boar my doom—
mn-m—- filied the room—
Ehe rain deope pastored ‘guinst the
raindrops pane
And clattered on the sloping roof,
And still che coyly stood aloof,
Her eyes bent on the floor—
When, to relieve ber bashful pain,
I stooped, and kissed once more.

ut.

“Oh! dou't!™ she eried, in sweet affright,
Put ne'er withdrew her soft, fair hand—

- The softest and fairest in the land —

Which | eluaped oo tight,
1 felt it throb snd tremble, and

I foel its impress now: snd this
To me was the extreme of bliss,
And such glad delight
As man ne'er foll before, I wis,
That agsin 1 stoeped, and imto the pight
Bore sway another kisy!

MARIA SAXONBURY.

BY MRE. HENRY WOOD.
AUTROR OF “EABT LYSSE,”” “VERNER'S FRIDE,’ |
- R EMYETEaY,” YrEE Eanl's uEIng,”

Wigurx cHANNIRGE, “a LTFE'S

snoane,” ke., &e.

Concladed,
CHAPTER XV.

THS DOUBLE INQUEST.
. Mouday morping h'muﬂht all the buatle |
of the double inguest. It was held ata |
ublic house in the village. The proceed- |
ings in Mr. Louth’s case were soon over;
and thes came on Mr. Janson’s. Thewo-
man-servant spoke to the finding of the
body: the doctare, 1o the cause of denth—
the unfortunute blow behind the ear. Mrs,
Yorlke, Tooking white as a sheet, trembling
inwardly and ontwardly, told of Mr Jan-
_ man's vint to her thet afternooan: and Mr.
Yorke's butler was called to prove the
hour of his departure from the cottage —
It was striking five by the hall clock, he
said, as Be Yot Mr Jupson out At the
conchusion of Mra. Yorke's testimony, she
was conducted to her carriage, which was
in waiting., and driven home
Nextcame Heory Yorke.  Hehad scen
the tmatle round Mr. Janson's door in pass-
ing through the village thatnight, be said,
and hurfﬁm Mr. Janson was murdered,
and had told the uews when Lié got home
to Ainwick Cottage. Mics Hardisty cor-
roborated it  She was ot with Mr.
and Mrs. Yorke, when Henry Yorke en-
tered and mentioved it Squire Hipgrave
observed to Miss Hardisty, that she bad
not spoken of this the following morning;
ghe bad said it was Mr. Yorke who first
spoke about Janson. It was not impossi-
ble, Miss Hardisty equsbly answered;
what with the doable murder, the horror
of the affuir, and the mixed-up reporis,
her mind was in 2 mass of confusion, Mr.
Yorke was next called, Ile confirmed
Henry Yorke's assertion as 1o his bring-
ing the news of Mr. Jafison’s murder. and
ndded, that he supposed it related to the
murder spoken of by Crane the gardener.
Hence the confusipn and mistake.
“Do you know you have greatly reliey-
ed all our minds? eried Sqoire Hipgrave,

make no impression. However, stop or

o, I will be one of the first to join in of-
foriagl reward. Mr. Maskell, have the
ﬁndaq- to put my same down for

hat sum are the rest going to contrib-
ute? broke off Mr. Yorke.

We are thinking of five pounda each.
There will be ten of us, or so, which will
bring it ap io fity pounds.”

“Fiity poandsl” somewhnat contemptu-
ously ejaculated Mr. York. "1 do not
think that sum will do much good."”

“Shall 1 add your name, sir?’ asked
Mr. Maskell.

“Yes: - Fora thovsand poundsi”

The reply was spoken quietly, but those
around were startled at the magnitude
of the sum. What had Edward Janson
been to Mr. Yorke that he sbould offer
in?

“] would freely give it to bring the
marderer to light,” resumed Mr. Yorke,
as if he had divined their thonghts

Mr. Yorke went home. ra. Yorke
wae alone in the drawing~rcom as he en~
tered, and she motioned to him to elose
the door. “Now,"” said she, “‘what isto
be your course?”

“My coursel” repeated Mr. Yorke, with
& keen gaze st her pale, resolute lnce.

“Spare me from entering into delails,”
she eaid.  *'It ie enough for me toemy,
thet I know who was the destroyer of
Janson "

“You do not,” rejoined Mr. Yorke

“He is known to me, to-Olivia Hardis-
ty, and to Henry. Their testimony of.
this day might prove it to you. I bave
seen the proofs of the erime.”

“The proois!" repeateid Mr. Yorke

“Yeu,'' she answerad, Tooking down
“The washed out clothesand the broken
gun.”

A very angry expression escaped his
lips. *Who has dared to become a #py
apon me?"

“1 have,” she replied. "I stove in the
back of the bureau. Let it pass; there is
no time to waste words, .Hencelorward
I am not your wife, Mr, Yorke; no, nor
vour friend; but your deadly enemy. But
for the name my children bear, I would
deliver you up to justice. The same place
can no longer held ug both, and you must
leave this,"”

“Nogpat your bidding,” refpurned Mr,
Yorke. “I have business in London, and
shiall proceed thither to~day.”

“Go where you will, stay where you
will, #o that #t be not England,” rhe im-

tuously rejoined. “You may enjoy the

alf of your property for your life, the re-
mainder must be sdonred to me Without
my children, I would not touch a stiver
of it; but they mmut be properly rca.ltl-cd_"
Uponm n-cﬁ artn you earry ‘hings
: f;b.'m i ’ i

with & hif..'
“] do,”" fhe answered, beginning (b
tremble. “You have put yourself into

my power, and 1 must make my own
terms I ever you auempt to inhabit
the same house with me and your children,
again, [ ghall have no resource but 1o
proclaim the truth

“You talk eoolly of separation! Bome
wives wonld feel o pang at parting with
their hushands.™

She burst intotears. Until that dread-
ful diecovery she would have felt one.
“] cannot belp myself)” she wailed
“You have made my future a8 course of
abject terror, shame, misery; vou bave
entailed infamy on your children *

“Sofily, if you pleasc. I have not done
this."

She Tifted her hand with a passionate
gesture, as if she demanded silence.
“Saxonbury must be mine,” she eaid, af-
ter & pause ‘It is wall that my father's
grandehildren should be reared in it.”

“Quite well. Will you go back to it
at once, or wait bhere until the end of the

linking his arm within Mr. Yorke's, as
they, and several more gentlemen, came
forth st the conclusion of the inquiry.— |
*]1t was eo eipgular a thing that youo, or
Crape—whichever it might have been—
shoald know of the murder, in that strange |
way, without being sble 1o say whence you
heard of it. Io short, | may say, a sus-
pleious thing. "

“The fact is this," said Mr. Yorke, con~
fidentinlly, *though ‘1 did not choose to
proclgim it before the coroner, I was half~
eeas over that uight, and bad a somewhat
coufused remembrance of what paseed. —
Your good salt beef st luncheon; Bquire,
made me drfnk like & fish; and, not satis-
fied with thet, ] must make my dinner, in
the evening, chiefly of drisk, for my ap-

ite had gone, but the thirst remained

/hen I went in, T did not speak of what
Crane and his wife had 1old me,—murder
is pot a topic to frighten women with,—
and afier dinoer ] dropped asleep. Next
camein Finch with her tale, which, as the
woman truly savs, 1 heard, and did not

term the cottage was taken for?’

She doubted his good faith, he spoke
so readily. *I will go back to it,” she
answered. “Bat T cun wake all these
arrangements for mysell when you have
left. You ean bid farewell to your chil-
dren before you start; a farewell that must
last forever.”

“About the ‘forever’ we shall see,”” re~
plied Mr. Yorke, speaking with some
irony. “You speak coolly, 1 say. of eepa-
ration. Poseibly it is what yeu bave been
wnmﬁdinf,'

“Until nowe, the separating from you
woald have been the greatest grievance
that life could have brought,” ehic wailed.
“] had grown to love you. Yes, Arthur,
let me say it in this our lest bhour, if onr
marriage has been productive of notlving
elae, it had brought out my love for you,
No, touch me not,” she eried, retreating,
as he would have taken“her bhand. “It
is ended, and you hLave been the one to
put & barrier between us, You shall never

contradiet; and next came in Henry Yorke
with the history of Mr. Jansou's murder.
What more patura! than that I—in the
state T was—econfonnded the one with the
other, and sssumed that both sccounts re~
lated 10 the same—i0o Janson? Thus it
happeoed.  And had it not been for Mins
Hsardisty and Henry Yorke, who, when
you and Crane left on Friday moroing, be-

n to think over matters and set me night,

should have persisted in my own story |

forever.”

“Well, aoy way, I am glad it is cleared
u
e"l'iut‘uninulli ent youth,that relation
of yours,” said Mr. ell. “How well he
gave his Lestimony to-day!™

“ A superior lad,” remarked Mr, Yorke.
“[s it quite certain that the murderers of
Louth and poor Janson were not the
same."”

*] don't see that it wae possible Of
the same gang they may Lhave been, but
the same individuals, no. A very dis

ble thing for Mre, Yorke to -have
been obliged to attend the inquest,” ad-
ded Mr Maskell. “Bul, you see, she
was the lasl person, 80 far as we have
heard, who saw Janson alive™

*“Yes; no wonder she wss mervous
There is some ides safloat of Janson's
friends here sulscribing together, and
offering & reward for the apprehension of
the murderers, is there noi?' continued
Mr. Yorke.

“We were talkingof it,” replied Squire

Hipgrave.

s ould wish to contpibute my share,”
eaid Mr. Yorke. *The sooner the mur-
derers are discovered, the more satisfac~
tory it will be for the meighborhood.
Ehameful 8o to upset a pneeFul commu-
nityl It has bad sach sn effect upon
my household, especially on M. Yorke,
that I do not think we sbhall remain: 1
tell them that because two men were
killed in one night, it is no resson for
supposing they are going to be killed;
but their fears are arroused, and [ csn

touch so much as my hand again. Yours
is red.”

His wife, whom he had so loved! The
signs of deep emotion—emotion which
she could not understand—arose to Mr.
‘ Yorke's countenance Wasita feelingthat
| e had no resource but to become an ex*
|ile, out of regard to his own hoped-for
eafety? Had the awful fact already
| stamped itsell on his brain, that & mur-
derer ie not safe, go where he will? that
the wings of parsuit seem flying after him
forever? But for that wretched, prema-
ture avowal, suspicion would not bave
poioted to him? What madness pos-
seseed him to make it,

“] have offered u thousand pounds for
the discovery of the murderer,” said he,
in & cold hard tone to Maria,

She lifted her baods again, as if she
would beat these mocking words off. He
went up 1o her.

“One kiss, Maria, before I go.”

And, in spite of her resistance, of her
shrinking dread of being embraced by one
who ha ome 80 great a criminal, Mr.
Yorke, in his strength, folded her face to
his, and kissed it pasionately.

He left the house at dusk, to become a
fagitive, as his wife verily believed, on the
face of the earth: Shie had fallen b achar
after Ehe had watched him away. The
| excitement which bad buoyed her up
throughout the day was subsiding now.

The sharers in the fatal secret—Miss
Hardisty and Henry—bastened to her,
They alea bad been watching the depar-
ture.

“He is gone forever,” she murmured to
them. *l pray vou let this dreadful thing
sink ioto oblivion, Heory, you gre but
8 hoﬁ Are you sure of yourseli?

““Maria, il 1 were not sure of myself, 1
should never have undertaken to save
him,” whispered the lad. *“Rather than
betray Yorke, I would say I did the mur-
der myself; for the eake of you and the
children.”

CHAFPTER XVL

FEVER.

Mrs. Yorke's intention had been to
leave Alnwick Cottage forthwith for

| Saxonbury. The veryaeighborhood had

become hateful to her, 1f she could have
left it the night that witnessed the depar-
tare of Mr. Yorke, she would have done
so. Preparations, however, had to be
made, orders given, notice to people in
Offord 1o send in their aconnts, notice to
be given to Saxonbury of their arrival,
Maria would have left all arrangements
undone, have confided 10 an agent the
settling of affairs, but that she feared her
hasty removal following that of Mr.
Yorke's might excite suspicion. Terrible
fears were at work within her.

And, what with the years to come, and
the horror she had passed through; what
with the awful ending to her love and her
wedded life, for she really bad grown to
love and esteem her husband; before those
prrutione were completed, and the day
of departure had come, Maria Yorke was
stricken with fever, Almost a brain fe-
ver.

1t was all Olivia Hardisty's care to keep
geople from the room. She knew not what

faria might give vent to in her ravings

! Constituting hersell chief nurse, she barred

the door 1o all eave the doctors and Finch.
Finoh had to be sdmitted occasionally;
there was no help for it—the doctors of
eourse. No looger Mr. Janson. He, poor
fellow, would never moresttend any; never
more, never more. The gentleman who
had temporarily taken charge of his pa~
tients came to Mrs. Yorke, with s physi-
cian from a distance. They could not
think what could have brought on brain
fever. i
Neither conld Finch. Finch, who w
ﬁwen to talk incessantly, faithful servant
though she was, did not cense expressing
her wonder to Miss Hardisty, And Fiach
could make nothing of the ravinga

“She secms to be forever mixing Mr.
Janson and master up together, ag il they
were having & perpetunl quacrel.  [t's add
that that should ran in her mind.”

“Tt would be very odd if her thonghts
did not run on Mr. Janson, considering the
circumstances,” returned Miss Hardisty,
with composure. “Poor Mr, Janson went
strmight out from her presence tohis mar-
der, ns may be said, and she had to give
the evidence that she did. I do wonder
whether the thonsand pounds’ reward, of-
fered by Mr. Yorke, will bring anything
10 light?”

“It's to be hoped it will,” said Finch,
“T'dlay another thoosand, i T had it, that
it was some of the same gang. Wouldn't
you, maam? They are all returned con-
viets, it is eaid.”

Miss Hardisty coughed. “Those re-
turned convicls are, maoy of them, dread~
ful men, standing at nothing.”

“What's the oddest thing to me of it
nll,” eried Finch, “is, that mnaster does not
come. A fortnight to-morrow since my
mistress was taken ill, and he bas never
been here!”

“He does not koow of it,'”” said Miss
Hardisty, in her imperturbable manner.
“With hia wife in thiz insensible state, [
decined it uecless to write to him,
1 shall write when she isa little better.'”

*I should write now if I knew where he
was” said Finch, independently. “Bat 1
don't. He was not going to Sazonbury
when he left here. His things were di-
rected for London.”

Maria survived the disease, and hegan
slowly to improve. Olivia Hardisty, when
the danger was over, wrote to Mr. Yorke
to tell him of her illness, addressing the
letter to his bankers in London. Just s
fow lines, telling of the bare fact—she had
been in danger, but was going on to recov~
ery.

Pariial recovery came more speedily
than they could have hoped But wit
the recovery of body, all the distress of
mind returned.

*“Take me from here,” implored the in-
valid of Miss Hardisty, the firet day she
sat up. “1 cannot bear it. [ seem to see
the murder in every oorner”

*You shall go, my dear, ns goou as ever
you gre strong enongh to bear the jour~
uey,” was the soothing snawer.

A few more days, and she was able to
move inlo & sittingroom. Orders were
given for their depurture on the next day
but one.

“It might be to-morrow,’” pleaded Ma-
ria, ber wan face, beautiful in its attenua-
tion, looking eagerly np from the pillows
of her fanteail.

“We may not risk a second illness for
you, Maria," was the reply of Miss Har-
disty. “Thursday will be the very earliest
day that you must venture."

ihtia. sighed S8he was feverishly ea~
ger to get away from Offord; to get back
to Saxoubury; but a conviction every now
and then arose in her heart that Saxon~
bury might prove even less tolerable. Her
whole life—and she saw it—must be one
ol ceaseless terror; there could be no rest
anywhere. Lady Saxonbory had been ill
berself, and could not come to her in this
illness. Maria was glad to be spared her
presence: ghe geemed to turn with a sick
feeling of despair from all whown she had
ever known,

*Bquire Hipgrave's asking for yon ma’s
am,” said Charlotte, putting her bead in~
gide the room door and addressing Miss
Hardisty, “He's in the drawing-room. "

Mies Hardisty rpse, folded her work to-
gether, and descended, not acknowledging
to herself that she felt glad to escape the
monotony of the sick-room. Squire Hip~
grave was standing st the window, look-~
Ing out.

“Good morning,” said he, turning to
shake hands. “Mrs. Yorke's better 1 find
Will she be well enoogh to hear the news?
We bavecaught the murderer of Mr. Jan-
son.

A mist eame over Olivia Hardisty's sight.
She felt her way to a chair. Did Squire
Hipgrave mean the real murderer?

“1 thonght I'd come and tell you the
first thing,” continued the squire. *“There's
not & doubt that Yorke's thousand pounds
has unearthed the fellow."

Miss Hardisty began to inquireinto par-
ticulars: but she fert that her voice sound-
ed sharp and shrill

“Tt was the man, King, who had been
seen with the other two in the afternoon,
While the two watehed for young Louth,
King thought he'd do a little business on
his own account, and attacked Mr. Jun-
son. He has been in hiding ever since.”

“How is it known?"’ asked Miss Hardis-
ty, feeling that it was nof King.

“One of the gang, attracted by the re-
ward, bas come forward to betray him.—
Quite s lad, the informer is, not more than
sixteen. He has disclosed both the man's

crime and his hiding place. They are not
proof against money, these rogues—would
sell their comrades for it, if the bribe’s a
high one.”

“Was he scen to murder him?” inguired
Miss Hardisty. 1

“No. I snppose not. I have heard
nothing of that™

“Then, in point of fact, the guill rests
only on the eonfession of this lad?”

“That's all."

Miss Hardisty shook ber head, leaving
the squire to infer that she accepted his
news, as he rose to depart. She did not
say that she knew too mach of the guilt of
ancther, to believe him. o

Offord was up in arms, wihen the man,
King, was bronght in for his examination
before the magistrate. g::'l-tt roceeding
took place subsequent to Squire Hi ve's
imerrix-w wilhegim Hardisty, e

The informer's teatimony was to the fol-
lowing effect: That King had come home
to the hiding-place of the gang in & des~
perate fright. He acrounted for it by
saying that Cook and Barnell (the two
men taken) had planned an atmack on
young Louth, and that meanwhile he,
King, went back to the village and set on
to watch  for Janson. He had heard
that Janson often earried a good bit of
money about him, received as fees. King
stole into Janson's garden, and there
waited, knowing it was an entrance be oft-
en used. o less than aquarter of an hour
Janson came in, and he, King, attncked
bim. He struck him dowrng he beligwed
that he killed bim; and he was in the act
of rifling his pockets when somebody came
up to interru He, King, attacked the
fresh comer; but there he had his mateh,
A scuflle ensued, and the pteanger's gun
was broken in ii; and he, King, finding he
Was getli
the best of his road bome, arriving there
in his fright. He Lad not intended to kill
Ja!gnon, far from it only to disable him
while he eased him of his money. Neith-
er had theother two thought to kill Loath,
and that.gentleman’s powerful resistance
had-led to ghe evil. i
Such waa the testimony given by the
approver, and there could be Jittle doubt
that snch were the facts. Indeed, before
that day eame to an end, the facts were
proved, by the confession of King, = Pros~
trated by his capture, and especially by
the treachery of his comrade, he af :
completely to lose héart and epiriit. Ina
reckless, delpuirinf tone, he said o the

lice that he might as well make o'éléan
reast of it, and he deseribed the clrenins
stanees more mintitely than the informér
lind done. He could not make it ont,'he
said, how it was that Janson had died so
casily; bat be kneéw blows under the left
ear had tarned out awkward, before now,
When asked who it was that came to the
interruption, King replied that he did not
koow. It wasa tall, strong man, dreesed,
#ofaras hecounld see for the fog, in asport~
ing suit; kis tongue that of & gentleman,
Olivia Hardisty shook with fear, had
shaken ever since the man was captured.
That King was the real murderer, she
never believed: she had too much onuse
to attribute the crime to another. Bata
very confused account of the examination
had been earried to Alnwick Cottage.

“Do not.aquaint Mrs. Yorke with this
unplensant stir abont the murder,” Miss
Hardisty said to Finch. *Sheisnotin s
state for such excitement.”

Fineh, however, judged differently, and
Finch was one who liked to exerecise her
own will. She judged that it would be
rather a pleasant divertisement to her
mistress, to hear that there was some
chance of Mr. Janson’s murder being
avenged,

CHAPTER XVIL

A TALE FOR THE CHRIETMAS DESSERT-TADLE,

On Thursday morning they were up
betimes st Alnwick Cottage. Mid-day
was to witness their departure from it
Even Mrs. Yorke was in the sitting room
by ten o'clock. It was a room adjoining
her bed room. Finch shook up the pil
lows of her easy-chair, and drew it near
the window. The day was bright for
winter, the landscape lonP'.

nsked Mrs

“ls everything packed?”
Yorke.

“All'sready ,” replied Finch. *“I1 have
nothing to do between now and the time
we start,"”

Perliaps it was becavse she had noth-
ing to do that Finch judged it well to im-
prove the time by telling her mistress
of the capture of King, and his confes-
gion, “The man is took, and has con-
fessed,” she eaid ‘‘He admits havin
stopped inside Mr. Janson’s garden, an
killed him."” i

Maria held a handkerchif to her face
to hide the terror that settled there.

“ Who is it that was taken?" she gasped.

“The man King, ma'am; one of that
dreadful gang. It was thought that he
did it from the first"

“Bend Miss Hardisty lo me,” murmor-
ed Maria.

Miss Hardisty came. She told Mrs
Yorke the tale, so far as she knew it
Sirddenly, in the midst of telling it, she

ve a startled shriek: for there stood Mr.

orke, inside the room deor,

He looked as if he had come off a jour-
ney. He had a great-coat on his arm,
and was unwinding a warm cravat from
his neck. Laying them ona chair, he
advanced and stood before his wife,

“Are you satisfied now, Marin?"

What was she to believe? Waa he
guilty or not guilty. She looked up, a
nlnuFe]j yearning look on her white face,
her thin hands clasped before her. Miss
Hardisty, in her impulsive eagerness, laid
hold of the arm of E[r. Yorke.

*“Were you ot guilty?”

“Naol"” he burst forth, a haughty flush
dyeing his forehead. ‘1 was the one who
interrupted the wretched murderer at his
work—as he has now confessed. Leave
me & few minutes alone with my wife,
will you, Miss Hardisty?"

Miss Hardisty, walking quite humbly,
from her sudden conviction of his truth
and their own mistake, crossed the room
and descended the stairs. Mr, Yorke, as
before, stood in front of his wife, upright,
his arms folded, and looking down at her.

' Which is true, Arthur?" she gasped.

“Need you ask?" was his rejoinder,
spoken sternly.

“But why did you not tell me at the
time?"

“Before I reply to that question, will
you answer me one?
1 had gone so far as to seear to my own
innocence, would-you have believed me?”

No; she felt that she should not, then

“l saw that all the assertion I comld
have made on my own part would not

the warst, got away, and made | Y

If I Aad told you, if
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dizsipate the impression you had taken
up,” resumed Mr. Yorke. ‘‘Therefore, 1
could but leave it to the elucidation of
time, 1 did what 1 could. I offered &
high reward. I placed the mattér in the
hands of .the Londou detective police
When I left here, and you so pleasantly
consigned me to a perpetnal exile, my
journey was direct to Seotland Yard. But
that circumstances did favor your view,
Maria, I might have felt inclined to take
you at your word, and render our separa-
tion perpetual,”

The scales seemed to fall from her eyen.
A conviction of his innocece, of his pres-
ent truth, seated itself within her. She
leaned forward in her weakuoess, and
sobbed aloud upon hin breast,

Mr. Yorke wound his arm foadly round
her, giving her the explanation that he
did not give ber formerly. He had gone
back to the village that evening, intend-
ing to beard Janson in his own house; to
forbid his wisite. He watched for Janson
coming home, but he watche the from
door. Janson meanwhile entered at the

arden door, in the side lane, unseen by
i!r. Yorke. Standing there quietly, he
beard & groan, more than oge, and pene-
trated Lo the sput wheace they apparent-
ly came, the garden The attacker of
Mr. Janson turned and attacked bim, and
in the scaffle the gun was broken. The
robber got away, and he, Mr. Yorke,
stooped down to examine Janson. He
had matches in his pocket, and struck
em, and he saw that Janson was indis-

tabl
I:si ofv his way home; bul he waodered
ous of the road, in the fog, and got intoa

pogm y did you not give the alarm? why
did_{ou pot speak of it?" reiterated Mrs.
orke.

'] ean secarcely tell why,” replied Mr.
Yorke. My leeling against Janson thia
night was one of bitter anger. T should
not have killed him, as the bu?lu did;
but T am not sure that it was altogether
a feeling of grief that crossed my heart,
when I saw gim lying there—dead,”
Maria did uot speak. Her fade was

buried, A -
“I.scrambled out of the pool and cime
home,” continsed Mr. Yorke. "As L

reachied the gate, Crane and his wife were

_passing;” they seémed in distress, and

alarm, and I inquired the csuse. ‘A
poor gentleman had just been murdered,’
they said. I supposed thiat the body had
been found, an:[ the news had’ 5
Do you remember,” hie somewhat a z{\
Iy added, “that 1 called to you for a light,
when T came in, and asked you to bring
it up yourselir’

“Quite well.” .

“My intention was to_tell you of whas

ing in my heart was to faund you-—that
the man whom 1 bad just aden with his
band in yours, was dead and ont of the
way forever, Inthe few moments that
elapsed between my calling and your ap~
penrance with the light,the mood chan
and I resolved to say nothing. 1 bundled
up my clothes, wet with the pool, into
the long press, laid the broken gun upon
them, an-.r came down to dinner.
“Why did you lay them there, out of
the way?"

“As I zaid before, I can searcely tell
oun. In wmy ill-feeling agninst Janson, 1
lieve I resolved not to disclose that
I had seen anything of the murder; to
be entirely silent upon that point. For
one thing, Maria—and I have felt ashamed
of mysel?uer aince—I waa the worse for
driok that evening. In my sober senses
I should probably have acted very differs
ently throughout; but T was notin my so~
ber senses. | had drunk a good deal at
Squire Hipgrave's; he had two or three
hard drinkers at his luncheonstable that
day, hearty sportmen, and I drank with
the rest. Again, while | was waiting for
Janson, near his house, | turned into a
public-house and drank more—brandy-~
and water. You must bave seen that [
had taken too much.”

“Yes,” she answered,
“Aflerwarda there came that unhappy
suspicion, through my having mixed up
the one murder with the other. That
suspicion did attach to me, 1 could oot
belp seeing, and 1 was really thankful to
Olivis Hardisty, and to Heary Yorke, for
belping me to s way out of it. To have
tardily confessed, then, to what I had seen,
would never have done; it might only
bave brought suspicion more tangibly up-
on me, People would have asked what
brought me in Jansons’s garden.”

“Arthur,” she said, raising her white
face, “you might have confeased to us at
home.”

“With what chance
encel”

It was the old question.
factory one now,

“T judged it belter to bide my time,"
said ﬁr.“(orlu_ “We will bave Henry
to spend Christmas with us, asd make 1t
a Christmas tale for afier dinper. I'Il
give it them at dessert. 1 suppose 1 may
come to Saxonbury ?ﬁn.in?"

She was crying softly and silently, hap-
py tears now. Mr. Yorke held her closer,
aund bent to kiss them away. "1 think
yon have saved my life, Arthur,” she
whispered.

“You were going to Saxonbury to~day,
were you not!”

“Yes; by the mid-day train.” ‘

“Bat [ perceive you are not fit to trav-
el. BShall we stay on here a few days, and
see a little more of this strange a
played out?”

“0h yes, if you please,” she readily an-
swered. “All the placesin the world seem
glad to me now. I have had bram fever,
Arthar.”

“] know you have. I had a bulletin up
daily of your progress.”

“From whom?’ she inquired, in surprise.

“‘Prom the physician. Had he warned
me of danger, | should have hastened to
vom. He thought | was detained in town
by law business, and conld not leave.—
Marin," he more gravely sdded, “never
you doubt my care and love again

«] have never doubied them,” she re-
plied. “I Arthur."ahebﬂ:kromT
sing st him earnestly, “it is ] who ought
to enjoin that. The cloud fell on your
mind, not on mine. Has it gone away?’

‘It has. 1 belicve I was wrong, Ma-
ria. At any rate, it can never now re-
turn.”

“Thank God!" she murmured.
gonel”

“Quite gone,” repeated Mr. Yorke, re

garding the remark as a question. “Ifan-
. other thonsand pounds would bring Jan-
{ son back toliff.{?aria. [ would freely give
it.”
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“Shall you speak abroad, now, of what
you saw of the murder?”

“No. It wonld answer no end, for I
could not awear to the assailant 1 dis-
closed the whole to one of the head police
in London; bat there's no neeessity to pro-
claim it farther for the benefit of the pub-
lie. We will keep it as wseerel. A lesa
weighty one than that you have been hug-
ging to your heart, Maria"”

A sadden pushing open of the room door.
Master Leopold flew in hoisteronsly, fol-
lowed by Fineh, grumbling *Papal pa-

" shoated the Eoy in his delighe. And

r. Yorke canght him in his arma

Finch stood transfixed with surprise —
“Why, sir, when did you comef’

“Ten: minutes ago,” said Mr. Yorke —
“I am telling your mistress that she will
do well to remuinon here & little longer,
until ahe shail be more fit to travel.”

“You ean unpack, Finch,” said her
mistress.

“Well, that is & botherl” eried Finch,
who was in the habit, from long service,
of saying pretty well what she pleased —
“Hare you come to stay, too, sir!”™
“Yes," said Mr. Yorke
Bat they got home to Saxonbury in time
for the Christmns dinner. Andas to Of-
ford, it has not done talking yet of the
double enacted on that fogey night,
or of tha flight the whole village made to.
the county town to see the thres murder-
ers executed. 9
THR END.

Th h of life mdm'w
e i

bright P::nd beautiful worid—a Id
where the ffagrant Howers of fri in,
noutished by the gentle dews of sympa-
thy and the warm_sunlight of affection,
bloom in nnial besuty. But through
this world there Howa a unu& whose
turbid waters cross and recross

of every pilgrim—it is the stream of hu-
mwan suffering Nearly six d
years singe it fowed out through Eden’s
gate, yet it atill rolls onward, ever becom-
ing b and 1ts sources are
hidden in the inmost recesses of human

Midden

h ils lributapi ; 1
ooty betthaiots n Haleed Bon sicies

ip vain to check its progress—itis uncon~
trollable. = Science and art may press into]

nd forces of nature.
t plages by parallel
Je of iron, and cause the neyer-tiring
locomotive swifily to speed (rom the east~
ern fo the western sea. With lightning-
like rapidity tiey may send mc-? of
hope or tidings of despair th

and ocean, €y  may even :?fqm
these lmcl dmr.hmi:a the nagre h: the
very elementa which compose the beaven-
"gotﬂn. Bat when Lhey seek to stop
the flow of this mighty stream they are
confronted by the mandate. “Thus far
shalt thou go, and no farther.”” Education
has done much to overcome these evils
OQHM and barbarianism; but it haa
also done much to increase ocur up:cm
for suflering We are now surrou

by the advantages and comforts of civili~
zation; but are we happler than were our
ancestors in ruder times? If we look
about us to~day, and mark the varied ex~
pressions upon the faces of those we meet,

:y_may unite distan

lmgtisﬁa to plain to be misunderstood.
They tell of youthinl dreams unrealized; of
bo blighted by the froata of time; of

aching hearts. Other lines there are;
which tell of sorrow too
—sorrows which are deni

for utterance

Seen by the Editor of Grayson
As .'c he

From an article deseriptive of Bro.
Haynes' recent visit to Hartford, we clip
the following paragraphs:

One bour’s travel brought ua to Beaver
Dam, our point on the road, five miles
from Hartford, which place we reached
about dark, on horseback, covered with
mud. This town is one of the oldest in
Kentucky, and has ever been famous as
the bome of some of her most distin-
guished gemtlemen, snd beautifal and
sccomplished ladies. In peither respect,
is the place losing ceste, Yet they say
there * Hartford is not what it baa been:
many of her bright lighta have faded, the
ﬁ:ll.ut young men and winsome ladies

ve mostl i

' Now
we are of the opinion that ﬁ‘:imd was

never belter supplied in these
than st the present time. We woul
mention their nawmes, but space forbids.
The most prominent among the fea~
tures of enterprise are the new and
schools. Thatthese have become fixtares
well established, isa a proposition gemer-
ally coneeded. We know of-no county
puper that is growiog more rapidly and
deservedly too, into public laver, than
the “Hartford Herald.” .
But there is one thing which reflects
discreditably upon the whole town; it is
the sbsence of pavements, which makes

men to appear with any plessare to them-
selves upon strects, Whea we again
visit the place, it will be when the mud
hudn‘mfup.

The other day Justice Potter was cailed
apon to marry & couple on Front street
east, and he was asking the bride-groom:
“Yon promise to love, cherish," ect., whea
the young man blurted out:

"ghe here! I want a fair understanding
about this thing Does that mean that
I've got to take care of her whole family,
or only herself™

His hovor explaioed, and the young
man continued:

“Well, go ahead.
know how much of the family I was mar~
rying.'—Detroit Fres Press.

Waere Was Ir.—A boy aged about
sixteen stepped into s Griswold street bar-
ber-shop Saturday and took a sest with
the remark:

] puess I'll have this mustache shaved

The barber took out the apron, sharp-
ened hiz razor, mixed the lather and ae
ke stood beside the chair he said:

“Well, I'm ready any time you can tell
me where the mustache is." — Defroit Free

1 Preas.

=

A darkey’s instructions for putting on a
cont were, “First de right arm, den de
left. and den give one general conwul-
aion.”

& Well. you aee, I don

Sit| ime he

we ghall see lines of care which speek in |

broken ties. of friendship; sud of sad,|

it almost impossibie for ladies or gentle- |

I only wanted to|boy
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AN INQUISITIVE CUSS.
“Tim Various” Bothersd AboniTax Re-
ceipts and Taxes Seehis information.
Raceoox Hovses, Sowe ting in
Felmary, 1873, but doa'sex-
actly know the day. )
Mistex Eviror=—=] see yoa her got to
making a paper in Hartlorde: Yo sent
me one last week which sorter made me
feel like my vestoont was geiting oo small.
Ii's & grate thiog 10 hev (rieuds, even if
ane ainh't acgoninted with ‘em, Well, [
was reading the funoy piecesin it and it's
as good as & almanae, and [ sed 30 %0
Allick. Ses I, U'll be conlound if he min't
sharp; and he, that is, old Allick, pas his
finger to his eye and pulled.ito i
as much 8alo aay, that's & Lright idee.—
Old Allick, aa we call him, is aamart ;man,
and has got education, used to wesch
our school, (before they got to making
teachers with ceruficates), and the neighn
borhood all think he is mity sharp, sod
that they say is what makes bim so cu-
rious, Does it do you thas way?
u‘mm % :.'-'amm":w.a
A . w
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*Shocking murder wasn't it?* "
“What! What's that”" exclaimed the
coroner, springing up.

' her head clean off,” contin~
ues the boy, carelessly.

“Where! when! what strest?”

“And she was a perfect lndy,"” adds the

“Oome on; hall a dollar; other sorner;
call a hack!” called the coroner, getting
into his overcoat

“T was speaking of Muarie” Antoinette,

Queen of France in 1793-~regular pat ap
job,” demurely replies the VI you
want to read the particulars of "the caxe

'l fetch over the book,™

The coroner sits down and ““?a".lf"'“
the steaming end of the stick of wood
protrading from the stove, and the clock
on the desk goes ahead with ita Inbor of
ticking time into eternity.— Detroit Free
Prese.

- — - - ——  —-

A school in Vermont ix presided over
by & cross-eyed teacher. A few days age
he called out: “That bor [ am looking
at will step ont on the floor ¥ [mmediately
twentv-seven lnds walked out in front of
the astonished pedagogue,




